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mullahs led many of them to believe that this appearance would
signify the end of British rule in the Sudan. Two companies
embarked therefore, in double-decked barges, and were towed
up the Blue Nile to Soba in the district of Eila Fun, as a show
of force. We entertained the sheikhs and the Omdah of the
district with a gramophone and innumerable cigarettes, while
performing military evolutions around the villages ; and all was
peace.

In February 1911, the Battalion entrained for Port Sudan,
where it embarked in a troopship for Bombay.

I stood with eager eyes, leaning over the rails from the troop
deck as the Dongola steamed into Bombay harbour. I had fed
myself on Kipling and felt strangely drawn towards the millions
who, mostly unheeding the British Raj, live a life of which their
rulers have been also almost unheedful. India, with its thousand
religions, septs, and clans, with its minarets and mosques, and
with its voices, which you can hear if you listen for them, called
tome.

Almost before I stepped ashore, a " bearer," who was to be
my friend and counsellor, my dresser, masseur, gun-cleaner, and
major-domo of my staff, who had been sent to me by a friend in
the hills, stood before me. Wazir Ali Khan, a great man, an
aristocrat among his own people, over six foot in height, handsome
as an eagle, beard and whiskers brushed, lithe and active as a
cat, soft-footed, swift, keen-eyed, everything that I had hoped
my " bearer " would be. His home was beyond the Khyber.
He might have taken a pale-faced kid, for I was barely twenty,
but the lad of his adoption was bronzed, steeped with the sun,
almost worthy of his own tribe. I came under the ordinance
of his knowledge and to him I owe everything that I know of
India.

We entrained for Bareilly, journeying through the plains in
weather stifling hot. From Bareilly the train proceeded into the
Indian foothills, coming to rest at Railhead, a place named
Kathgodam.

The Battalion was here met by a Babel of voices, by hundreds
of lowing oxen harnessed to great creaking carts. On to these
the whole of the regimental baggage was loaded, and then we
commenced the long trail up to Ranikhet. The march followed
a winding road, through dense pine forests, thickly strewn with
rhododendrons, and we accomplished the three stages, with
camping-grounds organized at distances of twenty miles apart.